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Belike thy lips once more have shown ho\\  sweetest speech should flow;
For all around thee, lo, the grains of sugar * stre\v  the way.

Nedfm, unless a silvern mirror sparkle theiewithin,

What glory hath the biavest wede of gold-enwioughten say?2

Ghazel. [324]

Love-distraught, my heart and soul are gone for naught to beauties fair;
xll iny patience and endurance spent on torn and shredded spare.

,3nce I bared her lovely bosom, whereupon did calm and peace
Forth my bieast take flight, but how I wist not, nay, nor why, nor where.

Paynim mole, and paynim tresses, paynim eyes, I cry ye grace;
All thy cruel beauty's kingdom is but Paynimrie, I swear.

Kisses on her neck and kisses on her bosom promised she;

Woe is me, for now the Paynim rues the troth she pledged while-ere.

Such the winsome grace wherewith she showed her locks aneath her fez,
Whatsoever wight beheld her gazed bewildered then and there.

'Sorrowing for whom,' thou askest, cweeps Nedfm so passing sore5'
} Ruthless, 'tis for thee that all men weep and wail in drear despair.

Ghazel. [325]

To Moorish Fez her locks and cap have wroughten mickle woe;3
Her bright blue eyes have forayed in Circassian lands, I trow.4

Her dusky tresses hang across her cheek; alack, O heart,
How passing fair doth sable* o'er yon blush-pink satin show?

How should not roses, when they see her, rend their verdant wedes?
One glance upon that sendal green, that crimson fez bestow.

That is, sweet speeches or pretty verses.

2 fc However richly  wrought,   the  case  or  bag derives  its  true lustie from
the i lirror it is designed to  hold;  and so the most splendid garments are
vain unless they clothe some silveiy-bodied beauty.

3  The typical Moor is dark, but her locks are darker, and her fez prettier
than., any thing that the city of Fez can show.

4  The typical Circassian is blue-eyed.

5  Sable is a favourite figure for dark hair.